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the way up the hill and we had not gone a hundred
yards when he suddenly stopped and, pointing to
the path we were on, said, " F&llow thes and if ye
dinna fall into a bag or git last in moorlan' ye'II
shuar come to Ben Lftmun"     " Oh, really! "  I
exclaimed and thanked him as I slipped a small
silver piece into his hand, for I could not but admire
his native logic though it was hardly a cheering
thought to speed a lonely stranger with on his not
quite unhazardous venture.    I followed the track
and it ran quite distinctly for some time, but before
long it began to grow fainter and fainter till coming
upon a strip of tall grass it got lost into it and I
went hither and thither and retraced my steps to
recover it, but all to no purpose.   For a moment I
stood puzzled!   But knowing in a general way the
direction in which Ben Lomond stood, I just followed
my native instincts and made my own way.   This
is a tedious mode of progress, for when one is on a
beaten track one just keeps to it, giving one's mind
and eye to things and sights around one;  when,
however, a person has to make his own way, he has
to keep a sharp look-out and watch every step he
takes forward lest he trip on something or stumble
into a hole. This takes away all the interest of the
walk, and the enjoyment of the scenery is practically
impossible.  But there was no way out of it and so
I made my solitary way through tall grass and by
bramble thickets, and I must have gone on for quite
two hours before I came to the top of a ridge from
where I could see Loch Lomond lying some hundreds
of feet below me with Tarbet and our hotel appearing